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Exact, and spare not ; but no more than these
All earth and all her seas
From   thought   and   faith   of  trust   and truth  can
borrow, Not memory from desire, nor hope from sorrow.
Through bright and dark and bright
Returns of day and night I bid the swift year speed and change and give His breath of life to make the next year live
With sunnier suns for us
A life more prosperous,
And laugh with flowers more fragrant, that shall see
A merrier March for me,
A rosier-girdled race of night with day,
A goodlier April and a tenderer May.